that the family had friends scattered all over the reti-
cent streets and squares of Kensington and Bayswater
They were not rich; in fact, Lady Maryland was at th<
moment canvassing for a beauty preparation. Bui
they usually lived rent free, for there was rarely a tim<
when one of their better-off acquaintances wasn't ir
the country or abroad, leaving her house to Lady Mary-
land to look after.
Lady Maryland was small and hospitable and had
the brisk busyness of a park sparrow.    I was invited
down for lunch to their latest house, in Chelsea.   The
brass glittered, the solid furniture was polished, though
there were no signs of servants, but the meal was three-
quarters of an hour late and Maurice's sister had to go
out half-way through to search for more spoons.   Mary
was, at the moment, the family's problem.    She had
been seduced by her fiance in an arm-chair in the draw-
ing-room, the night before he sailed to take up a post
in India, and she was now expecting a baby.    She was
fair-haired and lovely,  with liquid  sensual eyes that
might have been perpetually about to fill with tears,
and she spent most of the day reclining on a sofa look-
ing like a Madonna.    To   me   she   seemed   much  too
beautiful and inviting to be let out alone, but neither
her brother nor her mother had a word of blame for
her.    They took her condition very calmly and spent
a good deal of their time discussing generally wild-cat
schemes for forcing the fiance to return to London post-
haste and do his duty.    When Mary was out of the
room Maurice suggested that he should go out to India
himself and interview the lover with a horsewhip, and
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